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On the Cover 
7 @ 
Meet Carrie Apolinario, 
age 11. Carrie loves to go 
fishing with her family. “I 
get so excited when I catch 
a fish,” she says. “My dog 


goes crazy, too—he starts 


Backyard Carnival 
Games, prizes, food, and 
other outdoor fun! 


28 ~ 


barking and running up 
and down the boat!” 


Cover photo: Jim Jordan 
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Tin Grins 
Thank you for finally showing 


acover girl with teeth that aren’t 
perfect! I have braces, and it was 
a nice change to see braces on 
your March/April cover. 


ah, 
Rig yg Ole 


Looking Skyward 

I really liked the picture of 

three people looking at Halley’s 
Comet in the March/April 
Imagine. My name is Halley 

and I was born in 1986—the last 
time people could see the comet. 
I hope to see it the next time it 
comes around, when I’m 76! 


Age 11, ae 


Safety First! 

In your March/April issue 
you had a story called “A City 
Rider.” It had photos of a girl 
wearing sneakers as she 


worked around and rode 
horses. It’s very unsafe to do 
this. If the horse steps on you, 
sneakers provide no protection. 
Also sneakers can slide 
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through the stirrup when 
riding since they have no heel. 
Please keep this in mind for 
your next horse article, 


Radel Culley 


Age 12, Maine 

Thanks for pointing this out, 
Rachel. You're right. To be safe, a 
rider should always wear a helmet 


and boots with heels. 


\\ 
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Open for Business YS 
After reading the story “Open 
for Business” in the March/ 
April issue, I decided to start 

a business called Tina’s Pillow 
Company. I plan to make and 
sell pillows. Thanks for the 
encouragement, American Girl! 


Chuisten Albyop 


Age 12, Maryland 


A New Fan 

The March/April issue of the 
magazine was my first, and I 
loved it. My mom made me wait 
to read it until my homework 
was done. Now I see why. I 
couldn’t put it down for hours! 


Rlamna Keen 


Age 10, New York 
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Buzzword 
American girls everywhere will be 
using this buzzword this season: 


egress 
How to Say it: EE-gres 


What it means: a door or way of 
going out 


Where it comes from: In Latin, 
egredi means “to go out.” 


One way to use it: “When she saw 
the unusual creature at the end of 
the hallway, Sally quickly searched 
for the closest egress.” 


The buzzword is tucked somewhere 
into this issue of American Girl. 
Can you find it? 


isXpress 


Rocky Road Runner 


ae On July 4, while many girls will be relaxing at barbe- 
— cues, Katherine Mooter, 13, will be scrambling 
straight uphill in the Mt. Marathon Race in 
Seward, Alaska. With 200 other racers age 
17 and under, she'll run halfway up the 

$,022-fo0t mountain and back down. Katherine knows 
what she’s in for—she ran last year and came in 
third in her age group. 

The trail is very steep, with shifting rocks 
and bits of flying shale kicked up by other 4 
runners, “It’s like running up stairs, but 
there's no handrail to grab,” says 
Katherine, “You're ata slant, almost bent 
over.” On the way back down the mountain, 
she leaps in strides up to six feet long. 

To train for the race, Katherine runs as 
much as two miles daily and climbs Mt. 
Marathon twice a week. She hopes to beat her 
45-minute time from last year. “I like to break 
my own records,” Katherine says. “I feel like, 


79 


‘Hey, mountain, I can beat you. 


Katherine Mooter wears gloves to protect her hands and 
wraps tape around her shoes to keep out rocks. Rocks can 
cut her feet if they get in her shoes during a race. 


Write to Us! 


Want to send in a poll or just drop us 
a line? Write to us at: 


AmericanGirl 


8400 Fairway Place 
Middleton, WI 53562 


You can send answers via e-mail to 
readermail@ag. pleasantco.com If you 
have online access. No matter how you 
write us, be sure to include your name 
and birthday—date, month, and year. 


We can’t use every letter we receive, 
but we read and learn from each one. 
We couldn’t create the magazine 
without you! 


Visit AG Online! 


If you have access to the Internet, 
take a look at American Girl’s Web 
site at http://www.americangirl.com 
for more AG fun. 


It’s full of new activities for every day 
of the week, articles to read, even Help! 
questions you can answer yourself! 


We may use ideas you send us online 
in the magazine! If we do, instead of 
your signature, we'll print your name 
like this: Julie !-) Happy surfing! 
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| Sand Bags 


Spot these colorful carriers by the sea this summer, _ 


Water Log Jog 


Logrolling isn’t just for lumberjacks. 
Ten-year-old Karli Heintz took up the 
sport three years ago after seeing a 
logrolling contest near her Wisconsin 
home, It's not easy—you stand on a 
floating log and learn to run in place 
forward and backward+without falling. 
At first, Karli was in the water more than 
on the log! “It takes a lot of practice,” 
she admits. 

At contests, two competitors share 
one big log—until someone gets 
dunked! The best way to win is to make your opponent fall in 
the water by quickly changing speeds. 


Karli practices on four different 
logs. The smallest is only as 
wide as a telephone pole. 


Karli practices in swimming pools. She works on carpeted logs 
and wears rubber-soled shoes. Her logrolling tip: “If you fall off, 
get right back on.” That’s how Karli keeps things rolling! 


Selected bags by Roma Kids available at Sears, Marshall's, and other department stores. Prices range from $8 to $12. 


True Story 


Katie had good cause to lose her lovely locks. 
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Age 12, North Carolina 


Re 
S. Your parents can call Locks 


Of Love at 888-896-1588, 


Batter Up! | 


Hit a home run with these cookie baseball caps and balls. 


3 Draw lines on cap 
with red icing. Fill top 
hole with chocolate 
decorating icing and 
attach M&M. Use yellow 
decorating icing for 


2 For cap, squeeze red 
icing onto the bottom of a 
chocolate marshmallow 
cookie. Press it off-center 
onto a chocolate wafer 
cookie. 


1 Wash hands. To make 
ball, cover a vanilla 
wafer with vanilla 
frosting. Draw lines with 
red decorating icing 
fitted with writing tip. 


team letter. 


», Your answers: 


4 | asked if you think it’s O.K. for 


| 


In the March/April issue, we 


| 
animals to live in zoos. Many of | 
you sald that zoos are great—they | 
help people learn about animals. 
But most of you felt that zoos | 
should be used only to protect 
endangered species, Here's what | 
you said (with a loud roar!): 
| 
| 
| 


| Zoos for endangered 
| animals only: 957 


| Zoos are O.K.: 415 

| Zoos aren’t 0.K.: 82 
| Petting zoos only: 45 /\ 
| Next question: 


If you could choose one of these 
dream gifts, what would it be? | 


bro pr 


| A. An all-expenses-paid trip to the 
| moon with your best friend 


B. Front-row tickets to a Hanson 
concert 


| D. The pet you’ve always wanted 


“SN OL Wolf jlew joue SAQMSUE ANC 


| 
| 
| C. Your very own candy factory | 
| 
| 
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Moneymaker 
“I have a business called Knick- 
Knacks Plus. | ask friends and family 
members to donate little things, like 
posters and erasers, and | sell them. 
I have space in my family’s shed 
where | open my ‘store’ five hours 

a week, but you could also have a 
garage sale. Because items are 
donated to me, it’s all profit.” 


Age 9, Indiana 


s, Help Wanted! 


2; We want to hear your thoughts on 

= wonderful ways to warm your toes— 
aS and your heart—in winter, How do 
= | you get cozy with your family and 

= | friends when the weather is chilly? 
“S | Do you know a great recipe for a 


sr , hot drink, ways to decorate your hat 


3 and mittens, or a snowy game that 
Z| heats you right up? We can't wait 
. | to hear your hot tips! 
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¢g ideas 


“The jump-rope twirler 
is helpful when you only 
have two people.” 


( Umber Koenig 
\r Age 9, Wisconsin 


outside 


“When you want to wateh a 
movie, put these glasses on, 
The film will appear on the 
inside of the glasses,” 


Emil Ma\or- 


Age 11, Vérmont 
Pal < oT 5 Ae Ds igame's v. * 
“Tlove strawberries, Put some of my Taster Paste 
/ 


on your tongue and put some food in your mouth. 
Presto! Strawberries!” 


“* 


Morgan LeyHam 


Age 10, Connectic 


“The voice-activated pen 
writes what you say. ‘t 
Good-bye, writer’s cramp!” 


pen 1S So cool! All 
Ow Nave to do {s 
aK into it and... 


Carla Maraszek \ 
Age 13, California 


Eureka! American girls came up with some great 
gadgets and gizmos for our invention contest. 


(rrkstExpress 


me.’ 


“T play tennis, and I don’t like to 
pick up the balls. I invented a 


remote-control tennis ball vacuum.” 


ChreiStié stewart 


Age 13, Georgia 


has compartments in the 
handle for gel, hairbands, 
and scrunchies.” 


Lauren Lnovye 


Age 12, Virginia 


“T wish I could fly, so I invented 
these strap-on wings, One 
pair goes on your toes, and 
the ae goes on your legs.” 
Le gha Fi ielel 


Age 8, Connecticut 


“My bed invention throws you out 
of bed when the alarm clock goes off, 
It really wakes you UP!” 


Rah hog gi 
npr 


Age 11, Ohio 


“For sleepovers, this hairbrush 


“The dog-caller collar has a 
small speaker inside it. You 
talk into your microphone 
so your dog will come home.” 


Allison Hellber 


» Age 11, Pennsylvania 


ty 


Back 


A Charming Contest 


birth date. Deadline: August 
15. Winners will appear in 
the January/February 1999 
issue. Look for some real 
charmers! 


Design a charm for our 
American Girl charm 
bracelet. Show your favorite 
hobby, your biggest wish, or 
even your secret talent! (Do 
you make a great pizza or 
dream of going on a safari?) 


Draw a picture of the 
charm, explain what it 
means to you, and send it to 
Charm Contest at the 
address on page 4. Include 
your name, address, and 


Heart to Heart Ney 


Scared Silly 


Are you afraid of something that 
probably won’t hurt you? These 
girls tell how they face their phobias. 


I’ve always been 
afraid that the 
drain in the pool 


would suck me up! Then my 
dad took me underwater to 
touch the drain and prove to 
myself that it wouldn’t hurt 
me. That taught 
me to face my — » 
fears and that \ 
I don’t always & 5 Me 
have to do US 
it alone. 

8 Hilary Cob 


ge 8, North Carolina 


> 


& A phobia 6a strong fear. For example, porphyrophobia & a fear of the color purple. 


If you are afraid 
of being home 
alone, think about 
something other than your fear. 
Listen to music, watch a good 
video, or talk on the phone to 
your friends. Then it won't feel 
like you are all by yourself. 
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I used to have 
trouble falling 
asleep at night 
because I had scary thoughts. 
My mom told me to pretend 
my hand is a remote control, 
and that anytime I have a fear 
I should press the buttons and 
change the channel in my 
head to a nice thought. It 
worked, and now I fall asleep 
without a problem! 


Age id New York 


I was afraid of 
the hospital 
because I don’t 
like needles and doctors. Then 
I had to go to the hospital 


because I needed stitches. | got 


over my fear when I realized 
that doctors are there to help 
you, not to hurt you. 


Snenl Avle 


Age 1. ew Jersey 


My friend was 
afraid of heights. 
I told her to take 


small steps to tackle her fear. 
She started out by getting used 
to a small height and went 
higher and higher. Now she 
isn’t afraid of heights at all! 


—— 


JUS¥ING Crorcow 
Age 10, Connecticut 


© 


and read for 15 minutes. Focus 
on the book instead of the tight 
space. Do this every day until 

you're used to it. The next time 
you're in a tight 


If you’re afraid of 
small spaces, try 


to sit in a closet : 


space you'll 
feel secure, 
and you'll 
have read a © 
good book! _— 
Bo lV erakeowtei, 


Age 11, New York 


Illustrations: Laura Cornell 


eam ht (MRT sta 


To overcome my 
fear of spiders, 


whenever I would 
see one I would name it after 
one of my friends. Then it 
wasn’t scary. 


Inge 10, Connecticut 


I have always 
been afraid of 
earthworms 
because they look disgusting. 
But worms help plants grow, 
so I've learned to think of them 


as little farmers. 


Now when- 
ever I see a | 
worm I say 
“Hi!” to it. 


Age 11, California 
If you’re afraid of 


the dark, try 
these tips: Close 


your eyes before turning off 
your light. When you open 
them, they'll be used to the 
darkness. Get a night-light. 
Listen to soft music. Finally, 
concentrate on all the fun 
Th that happened that day! 


ly MeKinney- 


Mh ly McKinney 


I used to be 
really afraid of 


dogs. My friend 
asked me to sleep over, but 

I was worried about her dog. 
My friend told me all about 
her, and she turned out to be a 
really nice dog. I’m still a little 
scared of dogs, but now I try to 
give them 
a chance, 
because 
not all dogs 


are mean. 


Amanda Armaar 


Age 9, Wisconsin 


When I fly, Iam 
afraid the plane 
will crash. It 
helps to talk to the pilot or 
flight attendant about the flight. 
It’s easier to deal with my fear 


when | talk about it. 


Lon 22 


a. 


Then my mom reminds me 
that it’s pretend and that the 
actors aren't really hurt. 


Sydnee Davis 


Age 8, Pennsylvania 


| have bad dreams 
when I watch 
scary movies. 


I was afraid of 
the dark. I went 
to the library and 


read about astronomy. The 
night sky is beautiful! If we 
didn't have dark, how would 
we see the stars? 


‘ 


Age 9, New York 


“Speak: ken 
Your Heart 


Next subject: Feeling blue. Tell us 
about a time you were down in the 
dumps. Why were you sad? How : 
did you cheer yourself up? What 
can you do to help a friend or a 


family member who’s unhappy? 


Send answers, name, birth date, 


and school photo to: AmericanGirl 
8400 Fairway Place, Middleton, 
WI 53562. While we can print only 


- about 13 letters in each Heart to 


Heart, we read and learn from 
every one! 
Deadline: August 7, 1998. Some 


answers will appear in the 
January/February 1999 issue. % 


pte nati ——-—— ws 


| 


Amelia's Notebook A 


NE = NY) /) Le! 


When | saw Carly on the high dive, | really wanted to dive, too, She 


# by Marissa Moss ae 
o : a 
j j ¥ oO) oe 
hs. (and "aii Amba) Bes 
A \7 Wy | Ll ef s 5 d 
{At the pool today it seemed like suddenly all the kids were using 
the high diving board, not the lew one. Everyone but me. | like q 
Dead - Body h 
ym to dive, but the high dive is so igh. 4 
rigid ok se - 
Do not [oo¥ 4 
down | | ) 
July 9 ' 


made it look so easy. By her third dive, I'd convinced myself | 


could do it, so | followed her up that leooong ladder, | 

| wanted to dive, but my feet didn’t They climbed back down [ 

Tg the ladder. | told Carly | really had to go to the bathroom. CAnd | 

ta, | really did have to go— not +o the bathroom, but down the ladder!) | 

cone 
There is a lot of stuff to do in a pool besides diving. waxy | 1 4 

walked the whole way across the shallow end on my hands and f 


chatted with Carly underwater Chutall | heard was Plubglublab), | 


we gourded Ie Ke eine: 


Why is @ diving board So much [ike a stage? Just getting on it makes people notice you. 


\\r . 

Cannone’™ fess | 
Curl ug WY, O i. + 
A tight bv | 3 
<a. . ip : 
rear ay cer’ i 3 


a 


< Now when | see kids climbing the high dite. 


giving Styles 


y looking terrified, | knew just how they fee/, 


| Board Dive— 
i “ay Phe last minute acd 
1 Padtirst, 


i | July 12 


ch: ~ 
"9 >to ~the- 


I'm not giving Up on the high dive. This time | got all the 
_ way to the edge of the board, But somehow it was too scary +6 

} dive off headfirst, So | closed my eyes and DUMPED! \+ 
| seemed like | fell Forever, like parachuting without a chute. I+ 


was still scary, bute 


Su, 

Te age: 2 “Foming dive’ 
‘Fe, . Ve 2 AhE 
“4g Vn 4d to Swih iw 

e, 
%e Try net to 
%o ox “a pet | 


otk uf from 


daly ‘3 


Yesterday's jump was as close as I've come to flying, 
Today | stoed at the tip of the high dive, my toes poking 
(off the edge and my hands together \n front of my nose, 


| Lkept telling myself, "Ds iti do it, do it " put [didn't do it. 

| Then | stopped saying “do rt” and my body just did it 

Qo 1 DOVE IN! 

Fie = ROM THE HIGH Dive, - 
] 4 >» | P , 


ia umphant-» g 
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Allison practices leaping into 
churning water from a fast-moving 
boat. Lifeguards use boats to quickly 
reach drowning victims who are far 
from shore. 
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llison Hooker was playing in the waves 
when she heard the cries for help. “It was 
really scary,” says Allison, 11. She raced up 
the beach to call nearby lifeguards. Then 
she watched as they pulled a woman from 
the water to safety. 

Allison remembered that day when she 


Photos: Kaz Kurisu 


Lifeguard-in-training 


joined the month-long Junior Lifeguard —susonsioote 


program in San Diego, California, last summer. She 
wanted to learn how she could help swimmers in 


trouble. Someday, it may be Allison who goes... 


RESCUE! 
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Lifeguards must be able to run quickly across the sand to reach the water in an emergency. Beach races are good practice. 


ush-ups!” calls out the lifeguard 
instructor. Allison drops down on the 
field where she’s lined up with rows 


of other junior lifeguards. “One, sir! 
Two, sir!” the kids count off. Soon they’re 
running laps and doing jumping jacks. 

Each day in the 
Junior Lifeguard 
program starts out 
with these exer- 
cises. They’re not 
glamorous, but 


Allison, right, and Christina Booth 
work up a sweat during the 
lifeguards’ morning warm-ups. 


they’re important. 
Lifeguards must 
stay in good shape so they’re ready for any 
emergency. 

After warm-ups, the kids head to the beach. 
The workout isn’t over yet! It’s time for relay 
races through the soft, hot sand. To make the 
races tougher, each runner carries a bulky float 
called a rescue buoy. Allison enjoys these races 
even though they’re tiring. “I’m fast,” she says. 
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etting a drowning victim to shore is 
only part of a lifeguard’s job. Victims 
may have water in their lungs or 
broken bones and other wounds. 
So junior lifeguards learn all kinds of first aid. 
For today’s lesson, Allison practices applying 
bandages and splints. She learns what to put on a 
jellyfish sting (rubbing alcohol) and how to tell ifa 
victim has a blocked airway. “If someone can talk,” 
explains Allison, “you know he or she is O.K.” 


Allison straps a pretend victim into neck and back braces. 


Rescue Practice, Step 1: “Go!” shouts an instructor. Allison 
speeds toward her partner in the water. 


Step 2: While her partner pretends to be drowning, Allison 
swims up. The rescue buoy is attached to Allison by a strap. 


Step 3: Allison passes the rescue buoy to her partner, assures 
the “victim” that she is 0.K., and tows the buoy to shore. 


plash! Allison leaps as fast as she 
can through the rolling waves. After 
a couple of hours of exercise and 


first aid training, it’s time for rescue 


practice. Today Allison’s partner Christina is out 
in deep water pretending to drown. It’s Allison’s 
job to go out and save her. 

Allison carries her swimming flippers in her 
hands as she runs—wearing them in shallow 
water would only slow her down. When the waves 
are about waist-high, she holds her arms in front 
of her and takes short jumping dives to move 
forward. Finally, in deep water, she slips on her 
flippers and swims with a fast crawl stroke. She 
reaches Christina in no time and holds out the 
rescue buoy. Christina grabs on, and Allison 
heads back to the beach, towing Christina. 

Junior lifeguards learn other types of rescues, 
too, sometimes paddling out to their partners 
on small rescue boards or in ocean kayaks. But 
now it’s Christina’s turn to save Allison with the 
rescue buoy. “It’s fun being the partner,” says 
Allison, “because you get to yell, ‘Help me!’” 


na special day of the program, 
Allison and the other kids suit up in 
snorkeling gear at a nearby cove. As 
they swim in a group, their instructor 
points out different kinds of fish. Lifeguards need 
to know about wildlife so they can protect the 
coastal environment as well as swimmers. Allison 
and the other kids 
feed the fish frozen 
peas, and Allison 
gets a close look at 
a garibaldi. “It’s an 


orange fish with a 


Iéolcine f , Allison wears a wet suit, flippers, 
mean eine Tacs; and mask as she dives to check 


she explains. out some ocean life. 


(e) One of the tests you must take to become a lifeguard is to dive. seven feet underwater and retrieve a 10-pownel object, lke a brick 


Soe 
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uring their training, each junior 
lifeguard gets the chance to climb up 
into a real guard tower. On the day of 
her visit, Allison listens to a special 
radio that lifeguards use to communicate up and 
down the beach. They talk in code—for example, 
“Code 8” means “I’m going on a bathroom break.” 
As he talks to the kids about his job, the 
| e lifeguard on duty 


keeps his eyes on 
the beach. Sud- 
denly he spots a 
problem. A young 
boy has lost hold of 
his surfboard, and 


Standing in the back of a glassed- 
in lifeguard tower, Allison scans 
the beach for trouble. 


he’s having trouble 
getting back to shore! Jumping up, the lifeguard 
races down the beach with a rescue buoy. A few 
minutes later, he and the boy walk back to the 
tower together. “He’s O.K.,” says the guard. 


Allison always follows her own 


afety tip: “Never go swimm 


llison knows just what she’d do if 
she were in trouble like the boy who 
lost his surfboard: tread water and 
wave her arms to get a lifeguard’s 
attention. And after completing the Junior 
Lifeguard program, Allison feels more confident 
about all kinds of water situations. For example, 
she’s learned how to spot vip currents, strong 
currents that can pull swimmers out to sea. She 
knows to swim parallel to shore to get out of a rip 
current. Still, Allison is going back this summer 
for more advanced training. She may even work 
as a lifeguard while she’s in college. “I think it 
could be scary, because a person’s life is in your 
hands,” says Allison. “But if I got the chance to 
save someone, I bet it would feel amazing.” ¢ - 


Junior Lifeguard programs are offered at beaches and pools all 
over the U.S. Check the U.S. Lifesaving Association Web site 
at http://www.usla.org for more information, or call your local 
Department of Parks and Recreation. 


friend!” 


Cralt 
Make a Bitty Beach 


Catch a little bit of summer and keep it forever! 


Turn the page to find out how to make small 


sunglasses, a dainty drink, and other tiny treasures. 
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setting 
You will need: 
a Newspaper 
= Acrylic paint 
» Paintbrush 
a Cardboard box 
a Sand and tiny:shells 
“ Cover work area with 
newspaper. Paint an ocean 
and sky inside box. Let dry. 
Add sand and shells. 


econ ae nae te LIS conn ann Tie ern ane ———~ ain! Si) Naat une Pen rt me Meneses iii" Nai 


bitty beach 


sunglasses ..__ meme 

You will need: on 
An adult to 
help you 

= 6-inch piece of thin wire’ ~ 

= Pencil 

a Wire cutters 

= Paper punch or scissors 

= Colored cellophane 

a Craft glue 


1 Wrap wire around pencil 
to make a loop. Slide loop 
off pencil. Make another 
loop next to first loop. 


eS) 


2 Ww) Shape loops and 
ends to look like glasses. 
Ask an adult to help you 
trim ends with wire cutters. 


rg Me ne 


soda’ 


You will need: | 


An adult to” 

help you 
3 Ny P | = Craft glue cap 

saeatbaet pe bel = Craft glue with wire cutters. Bend 

St thew = Striped paper clip _ straw and push into glue. 
jue on 1 cele. Press It to = Wire cutters Let dry. Use marker to 
ar es is the wie = Brown marker color soda. 
loop in the middle, as) 
shown. Repeat. Let dry. a 
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en 


~towel 


You will need: i 


. = Scissors | 


“magazine 


You will need: 
= Scissors 


= Pictures from tiagezinés : 


a Paper rectangles, about 
1 inch by 2 inches 

= Stapler 

= Craft glue 


To make magazine cover, 


“umbrella 

You will need: 

» Drink umbrella, available 
at craft and party supply 
stores , 

_m Lump of clay 

Pop open umbrella. Poke 

umbrella stick into lump of 

clay and bury under sand. 


- beach ball 


“Vou will need: 

= Newspaper 

nm Acrylic paint 

» Paintbrush 

= Ping-Pong ball 

a Craft glue 

a Small paper circles 
Cover work area with 
newspaper. Paint stripes 
on Ping-Pong ball. Let dry. 
Glue paper circles to ends 
of ball. Let dry. 


sunscreen 
You will need: 
= Craft glue 
» Small cylindrical bead 
1 Medium round bead 
"mw Tiny sticker 

Glue small bead on top of 
medium bead. Add sticker 
to make label. Let dry. % 


all picture from : 
a magazine. Fold paper 
rectangles together. Staple 
along fold. Glue cover to 
paper and trim edges. 
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by Anna Quindlen piece: 
From the book Happily Ever After 
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Tra pped in a Tower, pestered, amines Kate never 


Hag beinpa princess wa 


nce upon atime, there was a girl 
named Kate. She had long legs 
and eyes the color of root beer 
and frizzy hair that was blondy- 


brown. She was the star shortstop 
onthe Walker’ s Delicatessen Little League team, 
although she couldn't hit as well as she could f ield. 

The funny thing about Kate was that while she 
was a girl who loved to run and hang upside down 
on the monkey bars and who never wore a skirt if 
she could help it, that’s not all she was. She also 
loved fairy tales. When she’d had a bad day at 
school or had a fight with her best friend Sarah she 
would run home, climb under her chubby com- 
forter, and open the big book of fairy tales her Aunt 
Mary had given her for her fifth birthday. She 
would read about frogs that were really princes and 
about beautiful princesses locked in towers. 
Her Aunt Mary had given Kate her baseball 

glove, too, an official Eddie Bestelli mitt. Eddie 

| Bestelli was the batter who hit the home run that 

| won the World Series for the New York Yankees 

| in 1954, and the mitt had his signature on the side. 

Aunt Mary had gotten the mitt for her own birth- 

day one year, and when she passed it on to Kate, 

she took her out to the field where the Deli 

Demons played and sat her down on the home 

team’s bench. “This is a very special mitt,” her 

Aunt Mary said, looking Kate right in the eye. 

“Very, very special. I can’t say more.” 

One day Kate was reading with her mitt 
beneath her pillow. She was reading a story about 
a princess with beautiful waving yellow hair, 
trapped in a tower by a dragon the color of pea 


Illustrations: Debbie Tilley 


soup. Kate was not the kind of girl who thought 


Id be li 


about being pretty very much, but the princess 
looked so perfect in the pictures, with the little 
red jewels in her crown winking up from the page, 
that Kate said aloud to herself, “I would really like 
to try being a princess sometime.” 

Now what Kate didn’t know about the Eddie 
Bestelli mitt was that it was a magic mitt, and if you 
put your face close to it and made a wish, your wish 
would come true. So you can imagine how very 
surprised she was to find herself sitting in a very 
uncomfortable chair and staring at a stone wall, 
with her mitt in her lap and a crown on her head. 

For a moment she was too surprised to move. 
She was wearing a pink dress that laced up the 
front like a sneaker and little leather slippers. Her 
hair was still the same color, but it waved down 
her back and fell in little curlicues to her waist. 

“Holy moly,” said Kate. “I’m a princess.” 

Suddenly Kate heard a loud noise from outside, 
as though someone had dropped a whole tray of 
silverware. 

“Be gone, varlets!” she heard someone shout. 

Kate ran to one of the tiny windows. In front of 
her were green fields. Vanishing along a dirt road 
ina cloud of dust were a dozen men on horseback. 

“Ah, you wake,” said a voice from below. “And 
just as I have vanquished your enemies.” 

Kate leaned alittle farther out the tower window. 
Below her was a tall young man wearing armor. 

“Who were those guys?” said Kate. 

“Ah, princess,” he said in a deep voice, “that is 
none of your affair. I will protect the tower. And 
after” 
shall go to the King and seek his approval for our 
betrothal.” 


” here his voice became deeper still—“we 
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“I’m only in fourth grade,” said Kate. 

Just then she could see the cloud of dust com- 
ing back toward her. 

“Big trouble,” she yelled down to the prince, but 
he smiled and bowed and smiled and kissed his 
hand and waved and smiled and began to sing 
some song about picking roses. The sound of 
hooves kept getting louder and louder but the 
prince just kept on smiling and singing. 

“A AAAaaaaabhhhh!” Kate yelled, and he finally 
stopped. 

By the time the prince had kissed his hand one 
last time, the enemy was upon him. Kate had to 
admit it; he was a whiz with a sword. Soon most of 
the men were scattered about on the green grass, 
groaning. Finally only one, a man ona black horse 
with dark armor that seemed to swallow up all 
the sunlight, was fighting with the prince. Their 


fl 


~ 


io 
4 
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swords clanged and clacked and clanged again, 
and Kate screamed when the prince was forced 
back against the tower wall and yelled “Get that 
guy!” when he seemed to be making progress. 

But the prince did not make progress for long, 
and before Kate knew what was happening the 
knight had pinned the prince against the tower 
and flipped the prince’s sword from his hand and 
onto the grass. 

“Ah ha ha,” cried the knight. 

“Jeepers creepers,” yelled Kate. Looking 
around the tower for any kind of weapon, she saw 
only the copper pot on the far side of the stone 
floor. She hiked up her skirt, which was a real 
pain to run in, and raced over to grab it. 

“Take that!” she yelled, and she lobbed the pot 
at the knight and caught him square in the center 
of his forehead. For a moment his eyes widened, 


and then he fell forward onto the ground, out for 
the count. 

“Cool,” said Kate. 

The prince went over and looked down on the 
knight, then up at Kate. He didn’t seem as happy 
as Kate thought he ought to be. “Princess,” he 
said, narrowing his eyes, “you have vanquished 
your enemy. With a chamber pot.” 

“T couldn’t let him kill you,” Kate said. 

“Ah,” said the prince stiffly. “Now we shall 
return to the royal castle.” He disappeared around 
the side of the tower. In a moment, he was back on 
a big white horse. Kate came clattering down the 
stairs. “IfI get some scissors, I’m cutting a slit up 
the side of this skirt,” she said to herself. 

The prince lifted her into the saddle, then vault- 
ed up behind her. Kate had to sit sideways because 
of the stupid skirt. She held tight to her Eddie 
Bestelli mitt. She didn’t like the way the prince 
kept eyeing it, as though he thought he might like 
to have it himself. Plus he was singing again. 


=m, he scenery was beautiful and Kate 
was about to launch into song 
herself when they went around a 
curve in the road, and all at once 

= found themselves ina thick forest, 
dim and dark, cold and creepy. Standing in the 
middle of the road was an old woman with a long 
curving nose and wild white hair like a cloud 
around her head. A crow sat on her shoulder and 
next to her was alittle man carrying a sack. 

“Right on time, prince,” said the old woman ina 
quavering, wavering voice. “Hand her over or I'll 
turn you into a warthog.” 

Kate looked around. There were a good number 
of warthogs standing around under the trees. One 
was wearing a crown. There was a long silence. 


“Princess, I fear I must bid you farewell,” said 
the prince. He gave her a little nudge, and she slid 
down the side of the horse. 

“You're just going to leave me here?” Kate said, 
but before she could even finish the sentence, the 
prince had turned his horse and galloped away. 


‘Hand her é¥ar or Ll 
firn yor into a wet hag’ 
gaid the old, Woman. 


“What a wimp!” said the witch. “What's with the 
big leather glove?” 

Kate curtsied slightly and said, “It’s my base- 
ball mitt, your badness.” 

‘T like this girl,” said the witch. 

The witch and the troll tied Kate’s hands behind 
her back, and the troll put her Eddie Bestelli mitt 
in his sack. The two flanked her as they marched 
through the forest. They had walked for several 
miles when it began to get dark. 

When there was no light at all, the witch 
untied Kate and put her to work gathering sticks, 
and soon they had a fire going in a clearing 
surrounded by enormous evergreens. The 
witch began to mutter mystical words. The troll 
smiled and reached into his sack, and Kate got 
goose bumps all up and down her arms and legs. 
Then he pulled out some bits of silver and some- 
thing round and red, and laid them in front of 
the witch. 

“Jacks!” Kate said. 

“What?” said the witch. 

“You're playing jacks.” Kate reached over and 
bounced the red rubber ball and picked up a jack, 
then two, then three. She messed up on foursies, 
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because she was still nervous about everything 
that was happening. 

“I really like this girl,” said the witch. “Gimme a 
turn.” At first she had a hard time palming the 
jacks, but Kate told her everyone did in the begin- 
ning, and by the time the fire was starting to falter, 
they’d all three had a good game. 

“We took these off another princess a couple of 
years back, but we didn’t know what to do with 
them,” said the troll. 

Kate taught the witch and the troll to play tic- 
tac-toe in the dirt. She taught them to sing the 
fishies song and to do the hokey-pokey. 

Then they stoked the fire and the troll put on a 
pot of water. Kate’s heart rattled around in her 
chest like a hamster in an exercise wheel. 

“Is it time to eat me?” she said. 

“Eat you!” cried the witch. “After all the games 
you taught us? What kind of people do you think 
we are! Besides, we never eat princesses. Even the 
really boring ones who sit here all night shivering 
and crying. Anyway, you're the best princess we've 
ever had.” The witch sighed. “The truth is we only 
kidnap all of you because we're so lonely out here. 
Sometimes we get a flute from one of you, or a 
book, and it helps pass the time. Nobody’s ever 
taught us as much as you have. But tomorrow 
you'll meet your fate, as the others have. I'm sorry.” 

Kate scarcely slept at all that night. At sun-up, 
the witch and troll marched off with her again, but 
they left her hands free and she taught them to 
sing the happy birthday song, the one where you 
look like a monkey and act like one too. 

Finally they came out of the forest. There was 
nothing but grass as far as Kate could see, except 
for a gray castle on the horizon with red and gold 
flags flying from its four corners. 

“There you go,” said the troll. “There’s the 
castle.” 


“That’s what you're going to do with me? Bring 
me back?” 

The witch frowned. “Now, youre not going to 
be one of those ones who cries and carries on and 
wants to stay in the woods with us, are you? 
Because we can’t do that or we'd get in trouble.” 

“No,” said Kate. “But can I have my mitt back?” 

The troll tossed Kate her Eddie Bestelli mitt, 
and Kate trudged toward the castle. Behind her, 
she could hear two voices raised in song: 

“Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday to you.” 


s Kate got nearer the castle a 
group of knights on horseback 
galloped toward her. Kate 
couldn’t wait to see the prince to 
tell him exactly what she thought 


abouta person who pushed another person off his 


horse and then left her to the witches and the 
trolls. Although now that Kate had met the witch 
and the troll, she was glad she had. But still. 

But when the knights had stopped in front of 
her and removed their helmets, she could see the 
prince was not with them. 

“Princess,” said one. “This is a happy day. Who 
is it who has rescued you? He will be surely well 
rewarded.” 

“I rescued myself,” said Kate. “It wasn’t much of 
a rescue, really. The witch and the troll were nice.” 

The knight bowed his head. “She is bewitched,” 
he said sadly to the others. 

Kate brought her fist into her mitt with a thump. 
“T most certainly am not,” she said. 

The knights tried to get her onto one of their 
horses, but Kate said she’d prefer to walk back. 
At the door was a group of girls in dresses like her 
own, waving and cheering. Kate borrowed a little 
blade from one of them and slit her dress up the 
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= S) Back in the 1940s and 19506, women had their own professional baseball league. Visit the league's Web site at http://www. diewest.com/~ smudge to learn about it! 


side. When the girls saw this, they all slit their 
dresses, too. 

Next morning, when Kate woke up, all the 
knights had left to look for the King and the prince, 
who were off trying to rescue her from the witch. 

“Rescue my foot,” Kate muttered. 

“We will work on the King’s jerkins today,” said 


one of her ladies-in-waiting, whose name was Ann. 


“Would you like to read to us while we work?” 

“I would like to have some fun,” said Kate, and 
suddenly she looked around at the eight ladies 
and the pile of jerkin leather and began to grin. 

“Change of plans!” she cried, handing her mitt 
to Ann. 

Well, you can imagine how surprised the res- 
cue party was two days later when they rode back 
to the castle and found themselves in the middle 
of the ninth inning of a game between the Ladies- 
in-Waiting and the Serving Maids, with the Maids 
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winning four to two. Kate was pitching. The girls 


had taken to baseball a lot faster than she would 
have bet, particularly using those flimsy mitts 
they'd stitched together. One of them had found a 
big paddle the cook used to make butter. When 
one of the maids connected with that thing, the 
ball they’d made out of strips of rags and leather 
flew almost back to the tree line. , 

The scullery maid was up at the plate. Kate 
threw a fast ball, and the maid fanned it. 

“Strike one!” Kate called. 

“Princess!” came a voice like a clear deep horn. 

“Can’t talk now,” she cried, and threw another 
fast ball. The maid fanned it again. 

“She is indeed bewitched,” she heard behind 
her, and she called without turning around, “Am 
not, hamhead!” She threw the ball again, and this 
time the maid connected with a great big whack. 

Kate watched as the ball soared over her head. 


“That’s the game, team,” Kate called. 

“We won?” said Ann. 

“We lost five-two,” Kate said, shaking hands 
with the scullery maid. 

“But princesses never lose,” said Ann. 

“Princess, schmincess—in baseball, effort is 
what counts,” said Kate. “That’s what my coach 
says.” 

But just as Kate was smiling at her, Ann’s eyes 
got big and she dropped down into a low curtsey. 
Kate turned, and there were the King and the 
prince. 

“As I said, your highness,” said the prince, 

“T fear she has been bewitched.” 

“Will everyone stop that bewitched stuff!” cried 
Kate, stamping her foot. “I’m fine. He’s the one 
who ditched me in the forest without even putting 
up a fight when the witch showed up.” 


Princess SchminceSs— 
in bageball, effortis What 
counts,” said, Kate. 


“Is this true?” asked the King. 

“Sire, it seemed to me that the best way to 
secure the safety of the princess—” 

“Oh, pooh,” said Kate. “He just wanted to save 
his own skin. Even the witch called him a wimp.” 

“She is unhinged by her misadventures,” said 
the prince. 

“P’'m not unhinged,” said Kate, and she sat in 
the grass and put her mitt in her lap and her head 


in her hands. She could see it now: years of watch- 


ing from windows, working on tapestries and 
jerkins, and listening to the prince sing. Kate 
didn’t cry much. But she could feel the tears 


beginning to rise in her eyes. She missed her best 
friend Sarah and her parents, her dog Dawg, and 
even her little brother Nathaniel, who usually 
drove her completely nuts. 

“T want to go home,” whispered Kate to 
herself—and to her Eddie Bestelli mitt, too. And 
the meadow, the maids, the prince, the King, 
everything vanished with the last breath of her 
last word, and Kate was in her own bed again. 

Kate was so happy to be at home. She looked in 
the mirror at her own short frizzy hair, and she 
looked at the princess in the book, who had the 
same faint gentle smile she had always had. 
Except, Kate realized, that if you looked closely, 
her pink dress was slit up one side. 

And then she went downstairs to get a banana, 
because she was starved. She kept thinking of 
what Aunt Mary sometimes said: “Be careful what 
you wish for; you might get it.” 

But if you think Kate stopped liking fairy tales, 
you're wrong. She just had a lot more sympathy for 
the trolls and witches who were casting spells over 
handsome young princes, and she understood that 
life in a tower was not all it was cracked up to be. 

And Kate read happily ever after. And the Deli 
Demons won the county championship, and Kate 
hit a grand slam in the winning game. # it 


Meet the Author 


When I was a girl, one 

of my uncles called 
me “Jukebox” because 
| Twas never quiet. Even 
then I was telling stories, 
spinning sentences, trying to persuade and 
entertain. I suspect I was a writer in my heart 
before I ever learned to put words on paper! 
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HT Come to * 
1, neighbor, hood 
carnival g¢ 


Px \Nalkers? 


H \ouSe! 
I HH pm toda on/ 
hn Oe 


Pov everyone!! 4 


Walkie-I. 
Advertise your carnival with 
an old-fashioned sign called 
a sandwich board. Trim two... 
sheets of poster board to fit — 
you. Use markers to write tl 
time, date, and place of the 
carnival on each board. P 
holes in the tops and si 


__ and tie ribbons through as 


carnival full of games to make the whole neighborhood 


">> Balloons " \\- 27a, 
io, ne andTunes & 4) | 
Decorate your yard with oO Ye J rie 


‘my, “balloons, paper streamers, ~~ 

and flags. Tune the radio to 
te i a good station to make the 
day more musical! 


___ object of this game is to carry Win aPrize 

“a ball ona spoon without i Have lots of prizes on hand 4 
dropping it—while wearing a for everyone who plays the ’ 
flippers! Remove the straps games. Candy, stickers, ©) 
from two pairs of swim flip- pinwheels, and bottles of 
pers so they'll fit everyone. bubbles are all good prizes. 


t To play, each girl slips a p 
flipper on each foot. When 
you shout “Go!” each player 

balances a small ball on a 
spoon and walks toward the 
finish line. If she drops the go 
ball, she must start over. 

The first one there wins! 


ane 


© popular carnival treat cotton candy wat fret called “fairy floss” because of its light, Sugary threads 
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Ticket 
Booth 


Kids will need a ticket to 
play each game. You can 
buy rolls of tickets at a 
party supply store, or make 
your own. Sell tickets for 
10 cents each. To make a 
ticket booth, you will need: 


Wi) An adult to 

help you 

a Large cardboard box, 
available from moving 
supply stores 

a Utility knife 

a Packing tape 

a Newspaper 


» Acrylic or tempera paint 
= Paintbrush 


Popcorn for 
Pennies 


Wi) Ask an adult to help 
you make a big batch 
of popcorn. Pour popcorn 

| into small bags. Decorate a 
wheelbarrow with balloons 
and streamers, fill it with 

bags of popcorn, and wheel 


it around the yard. Sell 
bags for 10 cents apiece. 


Ask an adult to cut a 
window and a door in the 
box. Tip: to make box taller, ar 
open bottom flaps and tape 4 

edges at corners. Cover | 
work area with newspaper. 
Paint box and let dry. 
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This game for two is just 
ducky! Place two rubber 
ducks at one side of a 
wading pool, one for each 
player. When you shout 
“Go!” the players start 
squirting their ducks with 
water pistols. The first 
player to get her duck 
across the pool wins! 


carnival, tie long strings 
to doughnuts and hang 
them from a tree. Each 
player tries to eata — 
‘doughnut with her hands © 
lind her back! = Qh 


as shown to toss a small 
beanbag bear back and 
forth. To start, one team 
serves the bear to the 
other players, who try to 
catch it in their towel. If 
they miss, the first team 
scores a point. If the 
second team returns the 
bear and the first team 
misses, the second team 
scores. Keep going until 
someone misses. Take 
turns serving. The first 
team with ten points wins. 


"tree. few tickets 
you can do fun and fancy 
braids, and tie them with 
scraps of colorful ribbon. 


- iL 
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Funny Farm 
See y beastly you 
Wi) can be! Draw a barn 
and farm animals on a piece 
of cardboard, and ask an 
adult to cut holes where the 
faces would be. Cover work 
area with newspaper. Paint 
the scene and let dry. At the 
carnival, people can stick 
their faces through the 
holes for a laugh! 


Photo Finish 


Be sure to have a camera on 
hand to take pictures of your 
friends. You can also sell 
pictures to your customers 
and deliver them after you 
get the film developed. 
Remember to take pictures 
for yourself, too! x 
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“My favorite Beanie Baby, 


Inch the Caterpillar, is pen alling alf 


pals with my friend Brooke 
Eberle’s Beanie Baby, Pinky pen pais 
the Flamingo. They write 
about what they do all day, 
like having play picnics.” 


Looking for a pen pal? Let 
us help. Send your name, | 
address, and birth date on 

N an index card. Mail the index 
Hiroy MeaSer— card, a self-addressed 
Age 12, Oregon stamped envelope, and a 
school photo to: 


AG Pen Pals 
8400 Fairway Place 


Middleton, WI 53562 
“In his letters, my pen pal 


Nathan Presley starts a story. 
Then | write some and send it 
back. The latest story is 4 (P §. Remember to 
about a cat, a dog, a rooster, a ‘ : } practice pen-pal safety. 
and a bat who are friends and — es : ; Make sure your parents 
are searching for a treasure.” a . j approve your new friend, 

; : : oR and never, never agree to 
Mindy Iherity, } nth OES < meet a peh pal without your 


Age 11, Kansas : : ! — parents’ knowledge! 


Expect to get your new pen 
pal in four to six weeks! 


“My pen pal Sara Cushing 
and | love to put confetti 
in our letters, so when we 
open them up there’s 
confetti everywhere!” 


hae hang 
Age 10,‘New Jersey _, 
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Global Girls 


No ocean is too wide to divide these devoted international pals! 


“My New Zealand pen pal 
and | exchange audio- 
cassettes. We describe our 
homes, have our families 
talk, tape TV shows, and 
record our pets (meow)!” 

/ Kul 


Age 12, Pennsylvania 


“| write to a girl named 
Nastya in Kazakhstan, a 
country near Russia. She 
sent me Russian cards and 
sour candies.” 


Caitlin Patrick 


Age 12, Illinois 


Treat your pen pal to some terrific tokens. 


Great gifts 

Send presents that will fit in 
an envelope: poems, tiny 
drawings, cardboard picture 
frames, and stationery. Or 
decorate a box and fill it 
with little gifts. 


Its inthe book 
Instead of letters, send a 
friendship book back and 
forth. Buy a blank notebook 
and begin writing. When it’s 
filled, make a copy for your 
pal and get a new one! 


Pen-pal portrait 
Attach photos of yourself 
and your room, family, and 
friends to heavy paper. 
Include a list of your likes 
and dislikes. Ask for hers. 


Get qa group 

Let your pen pal meet your 
other friends. Have each 
friend write a note. Send 
them all in a big envelope 
with an introductory letter 
to your pen pal. (Be sure to 
check with parents first!) 


yl 


“My mom has had her 
English pen pal for over 30 
years. | met my English pen 
pal Rhian through her. | 
hope we write that long!” 


tach ah 


Age 15, Alaba “Ruth is my pen pal from the 


Philippines. Last November, 
| traveled to meet her! We 
exchanged necklaces; she 
made mine from beads.” 
Age 12, Pennsylvania 


cmt 
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E-mail hail 

Sign off with smileys, 
symbols that show feelings. 
Here are some: 

-D really big smile! 

;-) wink, wink! 

+x kiss! 


AW 


 SUNA 


“My family wanted to see 
what it was like for our 
ancestors, leaving their 
homes and lots of their 
things behind,” says 
Christina Dicken, 12, of 
Washington. When her 
feet ached so much that 
she couldn’t take another 
step, Christina caught a 
ride on her family’s wagon. 


Mustration: Michael Reagan Photo: Rick Egan 


Footsteps on 
the Trail 


Last summer, hundreds of American 


girls became pioneers for a day, 


The 1,100-mile Mormon Trail a week, or even three 
months! Wearing historical clothing and eat- 


ing authentic pioneer food, the girls traveled 


by wagon train from Omaha, Nebraska, to 
Salt Lake City, Utah. They were retracing 


Photo: Rick Eg: 


Mary Goodwin, 7, wore 
a pioneer hat to shade 


the footsteps of their ancestors, Mormon __tertrom the hot sun. 


families who left their homes in 1847 in search 
= of religious freedom. The modern-day travelers 


set out to honor the anniversary of that trek. It 


Photo: Al Hartmann 


was an adventure that took them across three 


The modern-day wagon 


train crossing Wyoming states — and back 150 years in time. 
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Photo: Rick Egan 


Rebekah, Sarah, and Katelyn (left to right) march on, damp but determined. 


Walking 


On April 21, 1997— the first day 
of the trek—a steady rain chilled 
Rebekah Stout, 6, Sarah Soren- 
sen, 10, and Katelyn Stout, 9. 
The girls from Utah began that 
day’s 14-mile journey wrapped 
in wool capes. “I was so cold, I 
didn’t think I was going to make 
it,” says Sarah. She and the Stout 
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sisters had met for the first time 
that morning, but they became 
instant friends. Tough times 
made the girls feel closer. 

Days on the trail began early. 
A cowbell rang at 4:30 A.M. Wag- 
ons had to be ready to pull out 
by seven o’clock. Hach day the 
group traveled 10 to 30 miles! 
Sometimes they didn’t stop to 


Photo: Rick Egan 


set up camp until dinnertime. 


Kimberly Starling’s great-great-grandmother 
Margaret was 13 when she crossed the plains car- 
rying her little brother on her back in a shawl. For 
Kimberly, 11, who lives in Utah, the trip was easier. 
She and Leezanna Hill, 10, of Nebraska, often rode 
in acovered wagon. They also took turns pulling 

a handcart, which was used by pioneers who 
couldn’t afford larger wagons and horses. When 
their feet hurt, the girls took off their boots and 
walked barefoot, just as Leezanna’s ancestor Sarah 


The handcart wasn’t too heavy for Kimberly (left) and Leezanna. did when she walked the trail at age 8. 


Photo: Rick Egan 
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From left: Jennifer Dicken, Rebekah Herterich,.Emily Dicken, Amy Proud, Arianna Herterich, and Christina Dicken do the Virginia reel: 


Elizabeth practices pioneer cooking. 


Churning 


When the wagon train stopped for 
lunch, Elizabeth Proud, 12, often 
churned butter for the corn bread 
she and her mother cooked over 
a fire. Before leaving their home 
in Utah, Elizabeth had helped 
prepare for the trek by making 
homemade soap and dried 
vegetables. She even sewed the 
pioneer dresses and petticoats 
that she wore on the trip! 


Dancing 


Just as the Mormons had done 
150 years ago, people on the 
modern-day wagon train gath- 
ered in the evenings to sing and 
dance. Entertainment helped the 
travelers forget their weariness. 
Above, girls from Washington, 
California, and Utah dance the 
steps of the Virginia reel—a 
square dance from the 1800s 
that they learned on the trail. 
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Photo: Rick Egan 


Fiddling 


Sunday was a day of rest for the young travelers. 
For Libbi and Sarah Sorensen, that meant more 
time for their favorite activities, like playing their 
violins and weaving crowns from prairie flowers. 
Visitors came to see the wagon train camp 
nearly every day. They asked the girls questions 
about life on the trail. “We showed them the tents 
we slept in—they looked like square tepees,” 
Libbi says. “When the ground was damp, we 
slept on a buffalo hide that was soft and warm.” 


Clockwise from top left: Sarah, Katelyn, Libbi, and Rebekah cool off and clean up. 


Washing 


Most girls on the trek helped clean. Others visited Laundro- 
cook, clean, set up camp, and mats with their families on 
haul water for people and weekends. After long days on 
horses. Sarah Sorensen, Kate- _ the dusty trail, many girls tried 
lyn Stout, and their sisters Libbi anew way to do their laundry. 


and Rebekah even looked for- “Sometimes we'd go into rivers 

ward to washing dishes. “On with our clothes on,” explains 
hot days, we had water fights! Elizabeth Proud. “We washed 5 
The water was cold and felt ourselves and our clothes at 3 
really good,” Katelyn says. the same time!” z 
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Some girls used a wash- 
board to scrub their clothes 
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Libbi (right) and Sarah fiddle around. 


Photo: Jeffrey D. Allred 


Honoring 


Traveling by wagon train was 
tough for the girls and their fami- 
lies, but they knew the trip was 
even more difficult for their an- 
cestors. Of the 70,000 Mormons 
who crossed the plains between 
1847 and 1869, nearly 6,000 died. 
Ata grave site along the trail, 
Christina Dicken sadly remem- 
bered how the pioneers suffered. 


Arriving 

On July 22, after 93 days on the 
trail, the wagon train rolled into 
Salt Lake City. The weary travel- 
ers were greeted with a huge 
celebration. For girls who walked, 
worked, and played together, 

the hardest part of the journey 
was still to come. They had to say 
good-bye to the wonderful friends 
they made along the way. X 


ke City by .a crowd of 
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eF Seeing the Sights: 


The Giggle Gang is on summer vacation! in common. For example, all the girls in 


The girls in each row or column—across, the top row are wearing sunglasses. Can 
up, down, and diagonal—have something you figure out how the other girls are alike? 
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All answers on page 44. 
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pray argh 


What is a pig’s favorite bathing suit? A pig-ini. Elizabeth /gers Why did the bubble gum cross the road? It was stuck to 
Age 8, California 
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Illustrations: Paul Meisel Puzzles: Lin Josephson, Ann Woodbury Moore 


Q 
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Wateved—Down Fhrases 


Hidden in this soggy scene are drawings RE, 
of phrases that use the words water or wet, 
like “in hot water.” See if you can figure out 


Q I, 


tonite 


the other five phrases! 


- hrases 
1. In hot water 

2. Wet _the ears 
3. Wet your 

-| 4, ___watering 

5. Mad as a wet 
6. Like a 


out of water 


What did the grass seed say to the ball field? | want to root for you. 


Seeing Vouble— 
ond’ Triple! AO Code 
P . Use the decoder to unscramble the answer 
At the Giggle Gang’s summer camp there are to this riddle, sent in by 10-year-old Kimberly 
four sets of twins and five sets of triplets. The Bunker of New York. 
counselor wants to set a special table for all of 


them at dinner tonight. How many places 
should she set? 


What do snails bring on vacatiotl 
E<nma4q3si 4c! 
2 | 


LJ 
the road? Because there weren’t any chickens back then, Dawn Dine 


the chicken’s foot. Marcy Broeme) What’s a puppy’s favorite month? Dog-ust. Senn Gehres Why did the dinosaur cross 


Age 13, Tennessee Age 13, Ohio 
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Age 11, Minnesota 


Age 9, Michigan 
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The Caggle Gang 


y OF 
Del, Ante ‘te Mystery Numbers 


Eve wherel We'll start this poem off with a clue— 


er 
Age 13, Alabama 


Can you identify these “ant” words? A zero in the middle will do. 

We’ve solved the first one for you. There are two more numbers in this game 
And both of them are the same. 

1. This animal swings a long trunk. Add all three to equal six. 


Go ahead and take your pick! 


Choose a number, one through nine, 


2. Jack met him atop the beanstalk. And write your answer on each line. 


_s 


3. Alarge member of the cat family 


a: 


4. The coldest continent 
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5. Firefighters attach hoses to it, 


6. An orange melon we 


Ancower Box 
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7. Two of these sprout from a male 


josesanig :epoo Ov 


deer’s head. 
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ov What do dogs eat for breakfast? Pooched eggs and barcon. Wawraan Wurphy What is a cat's favorite dessert? Mice cream. 
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Mice Crispies. Stegnanie 


eabel Wickit Why did the bee cross the road? To get to its honey. 


Age 12, New Mexico Age 10, Pennsylvania 


What do cats eat for breakfast? 
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Age 12, Arizona 


Age 9, New Hampshire 


Illustrations: Laurie Caple 


Whos That Gir 


Here’s an American girl of yesterday. Read the clues about her 
and guess who she became when she grew up. 


Clue 1 
) Onhot summer days, I loved 
~ going swimming in the lake near 


our house in Pennsylvania. If 1 wasn’t swim- 
ming, I could usually be found riding bikes or 
roller-skating in my neighborhood. 


Clue 2 


I was always reading. Gone with 


u i the Wind was one of my favorite 
books. When I reached the last chapter, I 
escaped to the only room in our house that 
had a lock—the bathroom—and sobbed all 
the way to the end. 


Here | am at age 9. 


e. 


Clue 5 
I once spent an entire lunch 


Clue 3 
Both my parents worked, so I 


) 


period drawing a huge fly on the 


blackboard. My teacher thought it was so good, 
she kept it on the board for a week. Kids and 
teachers came from all over the school to see it. 


helped out around our house by 
sity care of my baby sister. One of my happi- 
est memories is pushing her up and down the 
block in a stroller. I was so proud of her! 


Take a guess! 


I : ; : 
ames: When she grew up, this American girl became: 


Science was one of my best 


4), subjects. Doing experiments 
and bei how things worked was fun— 
except when I caused explosions by mistake! 


an Olympic swimmer 


a writer and illustrator 


0 a pediatrician 


a famous scientist 


Turn the page and find out if you’re right! 
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Photo credits on page 2. 


Elaine Lobl Konigsburg 
wrote and illustrated her 
most famous book, From 
the Mixed-Up Files of Mrs. 
Basil E. Frankweiler, more 


- than 30 years ago, but it’s 


still a favorite among 
" young readers! Elaine’s 


E.L.’s 1968 and 1997 
Newbery Medal winners funny and moving stories 


about everyday kids with everyday problems 
are often based on her own experiences and 
the people she knows. “But somewhere along 
the way, the characters take on their own per- 
sonalities,” says Elaine. 

In her book 
Altogether, One at a 
Time, Elaine wrote 
about a young girl 
who drew wonderful 


You can write 

to Elaine 

c/o Simon & Schuster, 
1230 Avenue of 

the Americas, 

New York, NY 10020. 


Shes ELL. Konigshure 


pictures on a chalkboard. This story came 
from Elaine’s own childhood experience. In 
From the Mixed-Up Files, Claudia and Jamie 
run away to a museum where they sleep on 
aroyal bed and bathe in the cafete- 
ria’s fountain. Elaine gotheridea 
for this story when her children 
complained about ants, warm 
milk, and melted cupcake icing 
on a family picnic. She knew that 
if they ever ran away, they’d have 


to go toacomfortable place. 
Elaine’s three children even posed as 
models for her illustrations. For her, draw- 
ing is a break from writing, which can 
sometimes be difficult. “But there is no 
other satisfaction like writing when you get 
it right,” says Elaine. And she really knows 
how to get it right. Elaine has won the 
Newbery Medal—the highest award in 
children’s literature—not once but twice! X 


D ea 
Elaine’s advice for girls who like to write: 


“Think about a situation, person, or event, and 
then ask, ‘What if?’ What if the sky were red 
instead of blue? What if your school bus driver 
suddenly starts speaking Hungarian, and your 


best friend won’t speak to you at all?” 


bods Nongstuig 


Illustrations: Scott Nash 


HELP. 


Dear American Girl, 
I always wear my bike helmet, 
but people stare at me like ’'ma 
freak! Once someone called me 
a helmet dork. It hurt! I want to 
be cool but safe, too. Help! 
Helmet Dork 
Have you ever seen a bike race on 
TV or in person? Bet all the cyclists 
were wearing helmets. Real 
athletes always wear protective 
gear because they know there’s 
nothing more uncool than an injury. 
To feel better about your own 
helmet, ask your parents if you can 
save money for one you really love. 
Look for a helmet with a fun 
pattern in your favorite color, and 
wear it proudly. It shows you’ve got 
a good head on your shoulders— 
and that’s the coolest gear of all. 
+ 
Dear American Girl, 
My parents are divorced. My 
dad is getting remarried toa 
lady who has two kids. I’m 
afraid he might be having more 
n with her kids than with me. 
LONE 
Your father will need to make 


space in his heart for his new 


family, just as if he were building 


new rooms onto a house. But no 
one, absolutely no one, will ever 
take the special spot he’s saved 
for you. Still, adjusting to a new 
family is never easy, so make sure 
you tell your dad how you feel. Ask 
to have some time for just the two 
of you now and then. And try to 
get to know your stepsiblings— 
they’re also part of your family 
now. in time, you may find a place 
in your heart for them, too. 

+ 
Dear American Girl, 
Every time I’m near a person 
with a disability, I feel weird, 
shy, and I can’t say a word. 
FEEL.SO Wert 
if you meet a person with a 
disability, try to act the way you 


would meeting anyone for the 


- <<< 


first time. Look her in the eye, 
smile, and say, “Hi!” Remember 
that like anyone else, she may.be 


shy. Strike up a conversation 


about things that interest you, like\ 
your favorite book, music group, or | 
TV show. Ask about her interests. 
When you’re busy talking about 
what you have in common, it’ll be 
easier to feel comfortable about 
your differences. 

x 
Dear American Girl, 
I’m always the one who calls to 
set stuff up with my best friend. 
I’m sick of it! I don’t think I 
should have to do everything 
to keep our friendship going. 
“Vrousled 
It’s no fun if one person is doing 
all the work for two friends. Do you 
feel hurt and unappreciated? Let 
your friend know. Say, “It would be 
more fun if we took turns planning 
things to do.” Be prepared: she 
may simply be the kind of person 
who likes to let others take 
charge. If so, you might feel 
happier if you reach out to other 
friends—girls who are as full of 


energy and ideas as you are. 
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MORE HELP! 


Dear American Girl, 
I hate going to the dentist! Icry 
every time I have to go. I hate 
it, but there’s no way out! 
Carel 
Often the scariest thing is not 
knowing what’s coming. If you get 
familiar with what to expect on a 
visit to the dentist, you might feel 
calmer. Try visiting the office a 
few days before your appointment. 
Or talk to the dentist before she 
starts your exam. Ask her to show 
you each tool she will use. What 
does it do? Will it hurt? How 
much? During the exam, ask 
questions if you’re not sure what’s 
happening. You don’t have to be 
afraid of the dentist—and that’s 
the tooth, er, truth. 
x 
Dear American Girl, 
My cousin just told me a secret. 
The trouble is, it’s a secret 
parents should know. IfI tell, 
I will lose her trust. If 1 don't, 
she'll be in big trouble. 
luele.ss 
You’re right—it’s important to 
keep someone’s secrets if you 


want to keep her friendship and 
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trust. But some secrets just 


shouldn't stay secret. Ask 
yourself: Is your cousin in danger? 
Could someone else be hurt? If so, 
it’s time to call in an adult. Your 
cousin may be angry that you 
spilled the beans, but in time she 
may forgive you if she knows you 
told for the right reason—because 
you care about her. 

x 
Dear American Girl, 
After summer ends, I’m going 
into middle school. I’m really 
scared! Detention, hall passes, 
lockers... I don’t think I'll be 
able to make it. Help! 
Middle srehookh MAMIAC 
Moving on to middle school is a 
big step! But remember, you won’t 


be the only new kid—you'll have a 


whole class for company. You won’t 


know exactly what middle school 
is like until you get there, but you 
can get ready. Tour the school with 
your parents. Talk to girls who 
started last year. And when it’s 
time to walk through that school 
door, think about all the other big, 
scary things you’ve already dorie— 
like starting elementary school, or 
spending your first night away from 


home. You can do it! 


5 4 


Advice from You 


“| have advice for girls like me 
who have trouble controlling 
their tempers. Whenever | 
get mad | write down what 
happened in a notebook. Then 
when I’ve cooted off I go back 
and read it. | usually realize 
the problem wasn’t that bad.” 
Ruch Ruchitt 


Age 11, California 


Need advice? Write: 
Help! 


AmericanGirl 


8400 Fairway Place 
Middleton, WI 53562 


Courtesy University of Arizona Museum of Art, Tucson, AZ; gift of Mr. and Mrs. Samuel L. Kingan 


The Scythers, by N.C. Wyeth, 1908 


I Mag me youre an angel under the burning sun. 


It’s August 1908, the hottest summer you can Once you're out of sight of the farmhouse, 
remember. But you don’t really mind the heat, you slip off your sweaty white sunbonnet. Mama 
because this year—at last—you’re old enough to would be furious if she knew! But just this once 
help Papa work outside on the farm. And despite you want to feel the sun warming your hair. 


the heat, you’re having a wonder ful summer! Besides, you love the way the bonnet looks 

Your favorite chore is carrying water to the hanging down your back—like angel wings. 
workers hired each year to harvest the crops on The workers gulp cool water out of your dipper 
your family’s farm. Today they’re scything, or cut- and thank you with their smiles. As if you really 
ting hay. Carefully you pick your way across the were an angel, bringing them relief from the 
land to the far field where they’re working. The red-hot sun. As if this green land, these hills 
dirt feels wonderful between your bare toes. and growing things, were truly heaven. X 
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Coming up in the September/October issue 
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